SOME LETTERS OF
cloud, and in that infernal seat of contemplation have often mused upon your goings and comings in the Latin Quarter. Tai pauvre. Nous parlous aujourd'hui. By pronouncing these mysterious formulae I have many times evoked you in confrontation with that so elusive world of will and idea which we once endeavored to comprehend together and found and shall find entirely incomprehensible. . . .
At present, as the superscription of this scrawl will show you, I am in the wilds of the Rockies, where I have been camping and trailing with Hamlin Garland, in some of the savagest old country these States afford. Garland had the bad luck to get his foot crushed (his horse fell on it in scrambling out of a bog up a steep bank) and he is laid up for a week or two. Meantime I am doing some of the mountain passes on horseback, riding from thirty to fifty miles a day, trying to get the stale taste of a year's academica out of my mouth.
I am free now for a year. I shall stay west (somewhere near Chicago) until I get that wretched text-book done (this time it has got to be done!). . . . This scrawl is all I am up to just now, after a hard day's ride and last night spent sleeplessly in a deserted mountain hut with three
140 New York, and Chicago. The chief literary event was the publication of his second poetic drama/ "The Fire-Bringer," in March, 1904.
